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Burning In Hell 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


| hurt you. Well, | always tend to hurt you, but not like this. | say things | didn’t think | could ever say to you, 


call you names you should never need to hear. 


They're all lies. No, | don't hate you. You're not fat, you're not ugly. You're beautiful. But with all those angry 
little lies sipping through, | can see why you find it hard to believe me these days when | tell you the truth. 


| never start the fights, but | always seem to end them. You launch out at me; you kick me and punch me; 

you use you nails and teeth. You draw blood and you bruise my skin. And in the beginning, | guess | was okay 
with that, because | knew that there was always something softer just beneath the surface, and | knew that 
when the blows stopped raining down, the softer side would break out. You would cry in my arms, and | would 


rock you gently, stroke your copper hair and whisper that everything would be alright. 


But | can't do that anymore. | started to fight back, taking advantage of being bigger and stronger than you. In 


the beginning it was only intended to be used in self-defense, making sure you never got the chance to hit me 
at all. But | grew more and more aggressive, and ended up striking you back. So much raw frustration, 


desperation, anger and pain rushing to the surface. It blinded me. | couldn't control myself anymore. So | hurt 


you. 


| kneel beside your shivering, pale frame. You look so small and fragile, and | hear you sob quietly. | wish | could 
scoop you up in my arms and carry you off to heaven, instead of leaving you burning in hell. | never meant to 


do this to you. 


| reach out to caress your cheek with my rough, callused fingers. Your skin is so oddly cold against mine. | 


start to say something, try to apologize somehow. 
‘Bill, lm so sorry.. | shouldn't have done that to you, | just--—" 


Before | can finish the sentence, you jerk your face away from me, a rush of cold and unforgiving air hitting 
my skin. Your red, silky hair falls down like a curtain to conceal your face from me, as you pull your knees up 


under your chin, wrap your arms around yourself. You're still shaking. But you're silent. 


| watch you; for how long | wouldn't know. | take in all the damage I've done to you. Your wrists are circled 
with marks from my harsh fingers and palms as is your neck, your chest and shoulders are red and irritated. 
Your thighs are swollen and everywhere on your exposed and naked skin | see red trackmarks. Red scratches, 
and bitemarks too. | shut my eyes in an attempt to close the horrible image out. But | can't. 


| try again to speak. ‘| didn't mean to do that to you, | wasn't thinking, you know how you make me feel 


sometimes...’ Too late | realize those words were a mistake. 


| was thinking you'd say something, that you'd lash out, or start crying hysterically. Hoping maybe that I'd 
catch a flare of the real you. Either of those, | would have known how to handle. But when | meet you emerald 
eyes, all | can read in them is an immense terror. That terror looks so gravely misplaced on your features; 


you don't even look like yourself. 


Your cheeks are bruised and wet with tears; still overflowing from your red-rimmed eyes and dripping off of 
your smooth chin. Your mouth hangs open and your breathing is quick and heavy; your red hair matted and 
stringy. | notice a line of blood trickling out of your nose, dark and ugly. Another one sips out of the gash on 


your thin, discoloured lower-lip. | frown, swallowing harshly and trying not to throw up. 


| reach out to touch you again, intent on making you realize I'm nothing to be afraid of. It was just the heat of 
the moment, it's never going to happen again. You inch away in the split of a second, eyes wide with terror; 
darting all around the room, as if searching for some sort of escape. You want to get away from me. I'm a 


threat now, in your eyes. | feel dirty. 


| stay put, not moving a muscel. | wouldn't want you to make a run for it, and | know that's what you'll do if | 


as much as try to shift. You crawl across the floor, grunting quietly with effort and finally making it to the 


wall. You curl up in a ball. You lean your back against the pastel peach of the wallpapers and your chin against 
your knees in much the same way you did before, but your gaze never once wavers from me. | can see how 


tense you are. It kills me to know this is all because of me. 


You stare at me for what feels like an eternity, your eyes full of emotions; hurt, shame, anger, confusion, 
distrust, pain, fear. Then your bridges burn down and your walls close in as your head tips forward, you let 
out a loud whine. | see your body shaking violently, | see lumps of blood clinging to your hair. | realize it 
must've been your head | banged against the wall earlier. | see the cherry blood smeared all over the back of 


your naked thighs, drying and making blurry shapes. Guilt wraps its hand around my heart. | gasp. 


| crawl up to you, on my knees. You're not moving, not making a sound except for those sobs you're trying so 
desperately to muffle. | know this must have brought out a chain-reaction of fucked up memories for you. 
You'll be having nightmares for the next two years to come. | reach out to touch you again, your blood on my 


hands, and this time you let me. 


‘| never meant to hurt you, William, you gotta believe me.. | didn't know what | was thinking... | stutter, voice 


hitching at the back of my throat as | myself try not to shed the tears prickling the corners of my eyes. 


Why would you forgive me, | ask myself? You've heard it all before. You know how the excuses go. But you 


shock me anyway, with your answer. 


‘| know... it was my fault. | shouldn't have been so hard on you in the first place, you say. Your voice is barely 
above a whisper, barely audible, but it is determined. 


| stare at you, and it bothers me to hell that | can't see your face; can't see your eyes. | reach out to envelop 
you in my embrace, carefully trying my best to avoid grazing your bruises, but there are too many of them 
to count and my attempt fails. You wince and moan in pain as | shift you into my arms, and | close my eyes, 


let the tears fall. | cannot hold them back any longer. 

Then | feel your arms snake themselves weakly around my waist, | feel your forehead against my shoulder, | 
hear you sigh quietly. | don't say anything, neither do you. We don't need to speak All | do need to know now is 
that you're accepting my apology, and this is an acceptance of some sorts. You'd never state it right out loud, 


you're not like that. This is enough. 


‘| love you, | murmur quietly after a while, after my mind has returned to its normal calm and collected 
state. The thoughts of what a monster | am, | push aside and tuck away. Far away. 


‘| love you too,’ you say sincerely. 
‘ll never do it again, | promise. 


You hesitate, before whispering back, hoarsely, ‘| know: 


But | can hear it in your voice, that you don't believe me. And deep inside, | too know that this won't be the 


last time, that worse is yet to come. 


